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me alone responsible; you force a piece of blame upon me, which
I would willingly submit to, if my conscience with a clear voice did
not pronounce me innocent, nay if I might not appeal with safety
even to yourselves. If you have aught to say against me, bring
it forward in order, and I shall defend myself; if you have no-
thing reasonable to allege, then be silent, and do not torment me
now when I have such pressing need of rest."
By way of answer, the girls once more began whimpering and
whining, and describing their losses circumstantially. Melina
was quite beside himself; for he had suffered more in purse than
any of them; more indeed than we can rightly estimate. He
stamped like a madman up and down the little room, he knocked
bis head against the wall, he swore and scolded in the most un-
seemly manner; and the landlady entering at this very time with
news, that his wife had been delivered of a dead child, he yielded
to the most furious ebullitions, while in accordance with him all
howled and shrieked and bellowed and uproared with double vigour.
Wilhelm, touched to the heart at once with sympathy in their
sorrows, and with vexation at their mean way of thinking, felt all
the vigour of his soul awakened, notwithstanding the weakness of
his body. "Deplorable as your case maybe," exclaimed he, "I
shall almost be compelled to despise you. No misfortune gives
us right to load an innocent man with reproaches. If I had share
in this false step, am not I suffering my share ? I lie wounded
here; and if the company has come to loss, I myself have come
to most. The wardrobe of which we have been robbed, the deco-
rations that are gone, were mine; for you, Herr Melina, have not
yet paid me, and I here fully acquit you of all obligation in that
matter."
" It is well to give what none of us will ever see again/' re-
plied Melina. " Your money was lying in my wife's coffer, and
it is your own blame that you have lost it. But ah! if that were
all!"—And thereupon he began anew to stamp and scold and
squeal. Every one recalled to memory the superb clothes Jrom
the Count's wardrobe; the buckles, watches, snuff-boxes, hats,
for which Melina had so happily transacted with the head valet.
Each then thought also of his own, though far inferior treasures.
They looked with spleen at Philina's box; and gave "Wilhelm to
understand, that he had indeed done wisely to connect himself
with that fair personage, and to save his own goods also, under
the shadow of her fortune.
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